CHAPTER Y.
CAMPING   AMONG  TUB SIOUX.
OUR inarch took us through the grounds set apart by the Government for the use of the Sioux Indians at peace with our country. We had not made much progress before we began to see their graves. They do not bury their dead, but place them on boards lashed to the limbs of trees, or on high platforms raised from the ground by four poles perhaps twenty feet. The body is wound round and round with clothing or blankets, like a mummy, and Inside the layers are placed firo-armH, tobacco, and jerked beef, to supply them on the imaginary journey to the happy hunting-grounds. In the early morning, when it was not quite light, as we filed by these solitary sepulchres, it was uncanny and weird, and the sun, when it came, was doubly welcome. Our first visitor from Agency Indians was Fool-dog, a Sioux chief. lie was tall, commanding, and liad really a lino face. When he Mras ready to go home he invited us to come to his village before we left on our next march. At twilight my husband and I walked over. The village was a collection of tepees of all sixes, the largest being what is called the Medicine Lodge, where the councils are held. It was formed of tanned buffalo-hides, sewed together with buckskin thongs, and
3 I wished to be so little trouble that every one would ' 3 unconscious of my presence, so far as being an incc -venience was concerned. The cold of Dakota overcar 3 rne on that one day, but it was the last time I succumb 1 to it.
